


Another Mentality

Description of My First Working Day about Art Symposium in Denmark

Early in the morning on 16. of May 1994, I sat and drank morning tea thinking 
about my friends in the art world in different countries and I thought now I 
should do something concrete to see them in Viborg, the town where by chance 
I am dwelling in. I took a pencil and made a draft of a symposium. I biked out 
to the industry district where a printer friend helped me to write it out on the 
screen. Then I went to the Community House and made 30 copies of the 
programme. As I already was in full swing I could as well go to Hald 
Hovedgaard (a culture center)and find out if we could hold the symposium 
there.

It was a nice sunny day. I biked on a nature path directly to Hald Lake with the 
heap of paper in my left hand.  On the way back I intended to visit the Bosnian 
families at the Hald Refugee Center. I had made acquaintance with them a few 
months earlier,  that time I worked on the Multicultural Weekend of the year.

And now while I was biking on the path in sunshine I wrote this article - 
in my mind:

I gain considerable amount of experience arranging social activities out there in 
the town. Think of all I see on the bike tours to and fro visiting the Bosnian 
families who by then have been living three years in single rooms at the refugee
center.

I cannot hold my mouth shut. And it is not without risk. There might come 
unpleasant consequences of that, especially in the springtime, when everything 
is waking up and growing. So it happens for example that a fly lands on my 
tongue. It doesn't matter, I can spit it out. But once a fly flew directly into my 
mouth and down in my throat.That was worse, as I couldn't spit it out, I simply 
had to swallow it down.

In March and April it is actually a macabre affair to bike to Hald Ege. As the 
path follows along the plantation, there are swarms of ants crossing over the 
path. It is impossible to avoid them by braking or maneuvring around the ants. I
bike on with fatal consequences and understand now how it feels to be a 
reckless superpower and ride on – no time to count the thousands of corpses left
behind. 



It is different with the snails, which are big and visible and move slowly and 
one by one, so it is possible to bike avoiding them. On the path I once also met 
a lizard, which was so quick, that it is not at all possible to hit it. I know 
squirrels already from mushroom tours, and they have my respect regarding 
their agility and speed. Once I met a squirrel on my way to Hald Ege. I stopped 
immediately and turned back, because I know , they wait a while after they find 
a secure place on the branches, and get in eye contact with the person they run 
away from. So we look at each other in the eyes for a while – completely still. 
Now we know each other. Then he moves away jumping from one branch to 
another. One evening I was on my way home from Hald Ege.I saw a dark spot 
in the middle of the path ahead. I stopped to see closer. I am confronted with a 
scene which cannot be erased so easily from my memory – the squirrel lies 
dead, the head ripped off, a broken shinbone sticking out of the flesh, the paw 
hanging loose on a piece of fur. I removed it from the path and biked on in 
sorrow. Now I understand better how it feels to hear about and see a relative or 
someone we know, who met a violent death.

I am thinking about the Bosnian,whole families living in small rooms and 
counting the family members they already missed, or remembering how they 
escaped through the forests under the shots bursting from machine guns – same
noise which is heard through the plantation between the refugee center and the 
town.I told about it in the town and got an explanation, that it was just the 
soldiers who exercised shooting near the center at the shooting booth. Same 
evening, I saw by chance an excerpt from a documentary film, where soldiers in
the same uniforms as the sent FN troops in Bosnia, exercising shooting on man 
figures perforated like a colander and heard the slogan of ”special troops” 
ecchoing in my ear ”For the US and for the world”. Another documentary film 
shows some well-trained mercenaries in the same uniforms tell about their 
homelands and their income and brag about how many they hit dead.”

I am biking on the path which is now ascending. I look down the side and see a 
green waterhole at the bottom between the trees, and drive out of the path. I fall 
down and hit my head. I am lying there on the asphalt with the bike on me. 
I am thinking ”Shall I go ahead or shall I turn back”...I can see there is blood on
my cheekbone and there is swollen a bump on my forehead. I collect the copies 
of the programme and bike to Hald Hovedgaard where I perform a dramatical 
entry. I insist on explaining my main errand there. Then I visit first aid back in 
the town. Later in the evening the asphalt is brushed clean off the wound on my 
cheek with a toothbrush. The sound of this is the only memory I have of this 
first accident in my life.



Now the symposium has come to an end. A dozen people from half a dozen 
countries have met each other in many cases first time in their life – an intense 
meeting in three weeks where they understand each other in five languages.
It reminds me of a Turkish proverb: It is impossible to know the doer of a fart in
a room with dozen people.

The result I tried to attain was to mediate contact, to fulfill individual wishes at 
the same time guaranteeing common interest so that the fruits of this meeting 
can be shown to others in different circles in the town, where there were nine 
exhibitions in three weeks. To exhibit other peoples works you need to have 
absolutely clean hands, otherwise there might come dark spots, which are 
difficult to erase – something impossible to do without the artists' full 
confidence and best to be in harmony with the single exhibition spots.

A stone is thrown in the water, and the rings around are widening. Impulses 
from here can be seen by both the participants and others also long time after 
the actual meeting. Despite the fact that maybe some will say: The birds shit on 
art.
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